CHAPTER VII

IN COREA,  MANCHURIA,  AND CHINA

WITH Sayonara! Sayonara! still on my lips, I woke
up next morning and found on looking out of the
port-hole that the Land of the Merry Little People
had vanished in the womb of the great deep and that
we were now steaming along the rocky, featureless
coast of Corea.   Shortly afterwards Fusan came in
sight and a little later we were inside the harbour
and landed.  The first impressions of the place and
people were anything but pleasant. The houses were
small and mean-looking, the streets narrow and dirty
and in places almost filthy and the people were quite
in keeping with their surroundings.   But that morn-
ing I had not much time to spare for the Man-
churian Express was waiting to carry us to Seoul,
the capital of Corea.  The route lay through paddy
fields and barren hills and treeless wastes, and the
seven hours' journey to Seoul amid such surround-
ings would have been dull and tiresome in the
extreme were it not that the train-service was
extremely comfortable and I had provided myself
with Alphonse Daudet's Salome and one of Victoria
Cross's novels. A very strange thing I noticed going
through Corea was that there was not a road to be
seen anywhere.  There were only narrow, straggling
tracks going irregularly up and down, and these